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The life-blood of rhymed translation is this,—that
a good poem shall not be turned into a bad one. The
only true motive for putting poetry into a fresh language
must be to endow a fresh nation, as far as possible, with
one more possession of beauty. Poetry not being an
exact science, literality of rendering is altogether second-
ary to this chief aim. I say literality,—not fidelity,
which is by no means the same thing. When literality
can be combined with what is thus the primary con-
dition of success, the translator is fortunate, and must
strive his utmost to unite them : when such object can
only be attained by paraphrase, that is his only path.
Any merit possessed by these translations is derived
from an effort to follow this principle ; and, in some
degree, from, the fact that such painstaking in arrange-
inent and descriptive heading as is often indispensable
to old and especially to * occasionalJ poetry, has here
been bestowed on these poets for the first time.
That there are many defects in these translations, or
that the above merit is their defect, or that they have
no merits but only defects, are discoveries so sure to
be made if necessary (or perhaps here and there in any
case), that I may safely leave them in other hands.
The collection has probably a wider scope than some
readers might look for, and includes now and then
(though I believe in rare instances) matter which may
not meet with universal approval; and whose intro-
duction, needed as it is by the literary aim of my work,
is I know inconsistent with the principles of pretty
bookmaking. My wish has been to give a full and
truthful view of early Italian poetry ; not to make it
appear to consist only of certain elements to the exclusion
of others equally belonging to it.
Of the difficulties I have had to encounter,—the
causes of imperfections for which I have no other
excuse,—it is the reader's best privilege to remain
ignorant; but I may perhaps be pardoned for briefly
referring to such among these as concern the exigencies
of translation. The task of the translator (and with
all humility be it spoken) is one of some self-denial.

